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unless absolutely necessary. The passion for verse among these
is not mere music but real and true poetry in the broadest sense.
The gloomy Russian poetry is enemy to facile enthusiasm and vague
generalization. The gloomy poet exults in the suffering of the body
and his own destruction. He welcomes the forces of destruction
because he feels that regeneration can come only after complete
annihilation. What more shining example could there be than the
passionate tirade of the poet Valery Briusov:

Where are ye, O ye coming Huns

Who are hanging like a cloud over the world?

I hear your leaden trump on Pamirs

Yet hidden from our eyes. Fall upon us

From your dark camps a drunken horde,

And quicken our decrepit bodies with a wave of flaming blood.

And we the wise men and poets,

The guardians of mystery and fate, shall bear away

Our lighted candles into catacombs, deserts, and caves.

It may be that everything will perish that was known to us alone.

But you who destroy me I meet with a hymn of welcome.

Not all poets are boisterous or gloomy, poetry can live for the sake
of poetry, It is not necessary to express definite feelings or have defi-
nite aim. It can use such means as hints and half-tones. It can build
suggestive images and with music reveal such a passion for remote
beauty, such a fine sensitiveness to sorrowful and exquisite mean-
ings,, that it can transform even dusty corners of the streets and the
dim squalor of slums into a sight of dignity and beauty. Verse of this
kind is usually obscure. It does not relate, it simply suggests j but we
feel the vibrations of this music touch feelings that are beyond the
reach of words. This poetry records with intense sincerity the life of
the broken spirit of the Russian people that finds only in this way
an expression and momentary solution of the problem of its deep
sorrow. A constant trend is pessimism and we can best express this by
wandering together with Feodor Sologub into the dark labyrinths of
vice and despair:

A sad, pale shadow,

A narrow winding way,

A dreary and gloomy day.

0 heart, forget about freedom,

Thou art pale and sad with longing,

Thy breast breathes wearily.

Dreams are shy and hardly come,

O heart, forget about happiness.
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